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XIX,

He whistl'd up Lord Lenox' march^

To keep his courage cheery ;
Altho' his hair began to arch.

He was sae fley'd an' eerie ;
'Till presently he hears a squeak,

An' then a grane an' gruntle;
He by his shouther gae a keek,

An' tumbl'd wf a wintle

Out-owre that night,

XX.

He roar'd a horrid murder-shout?

In dreadfa' desperation!
An' young an' auld came rinnin outs

An' hear the sad narration:
He swore 'twas hilchin Jean M'Craw,

Or crouchie Merran Humphie,
'Till stop! she trotted thro' them a?;

An5 wha was it but Grumphie

Asteer that night!

XXL

Meg fain wad to the barn gaen,

To win three wechts o* naething;*

But

* This charm must likewise be performed, unperceived^
and alone.   You go to the barn, and open both doors,

taking